THE  WELCH  EPIC
on the cofSnless floor* In the morning we inarch
on.
Near by, at Havraincourt5 we pass the chief - Sir
Douglas - erect on his charger, wearing tin hat and
gas respirator at the alert. CA chiefly figure/ I re-
mark. *A chief/ is the reply.
The chief asks the men who they are. They tell
him. 'Well done/ I hear him say over and over
again. 'Well done/
We arrive at a cold and comfortless camp, but
thanks to the kindness of a Young Men's Christian
Association official we are given extra warmth, and
hot beverages. The night is perishingly cold.
Our French interpreter arrives back to the fold.
*Do you know where you spent last night, General?'
he asks. 'In a tomb/ I reply. 'Yes/ he says, *in the
family vault of the great Havraincourt family, where
their ancestors lay for years until the chateau became
the front line and the Boche wanted cover from fire,
and lead from the coffins!9 'How awful/ I say,
'what a thought!' 'More than a thought - a reality/
replies the little man, 'and by God/ he adds, 'these
swine will pay for their sacrilege some day/ *Oh,
I think you're wrong there/ I say. *I quite see they
had to make the line where it was and we have yet
to prove they broke open the coffins: we say they did,
of course, and naturally they used good concrete
cover. I don't see why you should draw the line
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